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Only artists of highest repute would of course be allowed
to work on such a monument, and when the sweet face of
that Greek girl looks down at me from the top of my book-
shelves, my eyes wander across from her to the portrait-
bust of the spiritual father of this masterpiece. The bust
shows serene features imbued with genius and nobility, and
illuminated by one of the most beautiful souls that ever
lived, that of the philosopher and emperor, Marcus Aurelius.

Soon after that, I spent a short leave in my home town,
Budapest, and in Vienna, after which I returned to the
Balkans entrusted with a message from the Hungarian Prime
Minister, Count Stephan Tisza, to the Bulgarian government.
This mission afforded me the opportunity of making the
acquaintance in Sofia of 'The Father of Bulgaria', the grand
old man of the Balkans, Radoslavov. It was Radoslavov
who, in the latter half of the nineteenth century, created
the Bulgarian State out of a Turkish province occupied until
shortly beforehand by the Russians, and caused the young
Ferdinand of Coburg, serving in Hungary as an officer of
the hussars, and later to become Tsar Ferdinand and father
of the present King, to be elected ruler of the new Bulgaria,
which had risen again after so many centuries.
Never as long as I live shall I forget Bulgarian hospitality.
The War Minister, General Naydenov, placed at my disposal
a landau drawn by two superb horses and appointed a
Bulgarian lieutenant to serve as my adjutant. Thus equipped,.
I drove about the streets of Sofia like a reigning prince,
and it took me quite a time afterwards to lay aside the majestic
bearing which I had assumed for the occasion.
When I asked for the bill in a restaurant in that plain
but scrupulously clean town, Sofia, I was told that it had
been paid by a guest who had already left. This happened
to me several times, and I was -subsequently informed that
it was a Bulgarian national custom, a gesture of hospitality